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​Chapter 1

Monday Morning

Rise and Grind
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SHAY IS ASSISTANT MANAGER at Barbell Fitness, a fitness club that features personal training, yoga, yogalates, freeweights, a sauna, and meal planning classes.  This place is known for body positivity and celebrating all kinds of people to meet their goals no matter where they are in their journey.  He’s been working in Los Angeles for six years now, starting as a personal trainer.  He knows how to do everything there, from answers to all the questions from the booking software to what plane of movement that you are trying to focus on when performing bicep curls.  A few hours a week he works with new clients to help his trainers with creating personalized programs to meet their goals.  

It was a cloudy Monday morning, and Shay was walking Jonathan through with how to manage client bookings and signups.  

“...So after you get their name you can get a copy of their license and the scanner reads the rest of their info.  It autofills most of the information and then when the software asks for it just swipe their paycard and you're pretty much good to go.  Just follow the menu prompts.  Got it?” He says.

Jonathan nods and gives a thumbs up.  Shay looks up and is surprised to see a young woman who was standing there patiently.  

“Can I help you?”  Asks Shay.

“Yes, hi, my name is Farheen and I was wondering who does the initial personal training assessment.  I have a photoshoot in a few months and want to look my best and a few friends of mine have told me about your place...”  she pauses “...You guys do that sort of thing here?”

“Of course, do you have time right now?”  He replies.

“Yeah actually.  I want to get toned and hot and really I don't know what I'm doing...”  She stumbles into a laugh and starts to cover her smile.  Her thick rimmed glasses slide down her equine nose and pushing it back up readjusts her head covering and tousles her hair nervously.

“Come along here, let's find a table.”  Shay confidently says, grabbing a stack of papers off the back of the island desk reception area.  “Oh can't forget a pen!” Double clicking it as he pulls one from the mini wastebasket.  

They walk over to a small table near a large glass wall overlooking the roadside gravel lined with ornamental cacti.  Sitting down and settling in, Shay could not help but notice that the light glinted off her glasses highlighted her carefully crafted wings and subtly beige-red lipstick and mild dusting of peachfuzz moustache under her tall nasal columella.  Not letting this distract him Shay began his spiel:

“At Barbell Fitness we take some extra care to make sure you have a game plan to get your goals achieved.  We think here that anything is possible with the right planning, so that’s why we're here today.  You have a photoshoot in a few months, right?  Well you're way ahead of the game.  Lot’s of people come here and say they have a week to lose 20 pounds or some nonsense like that.  Anyways if you're trying to look more toned I would really say looking at you you are about 120, maybe 130?  I don't think that losing weight should be the goal here.  What you probably need is to gain some muscle, to tone what you have and a few weeks before you cut some weight to get the signature look that you're looking for.  As we like to say here, six packs are made in the kitchen, not the gym.”  Shay cleverly quipped.

Farheen nodded and smiled for him to continue, her short round face bobbing. Shay slides a piece of paper over to her to discuss foods and eating times, laying a pen near the sheet.  Farheen, still looking at Shay, accidentally places her hand on his, instead of the pen, jerking her hand up to reach for the writing utensil instead.

Shay continued with diet and exercise regiments, keeping it reasonable and digestible for average audiences and not straying too far into the realm of supplements and fasting techniques.  Eventually Farheen asks: 

“Ok you're telling me to do this and that and I get it but I don't know what a push press is. Can you please show me?”  Raising her eyebrows, flashing her round almond shaped eyes and dark brown, almost midnight irises.

“Of course, looks like there's an open bench right here.  You picked a good time, it's not usually busy on Mondays.”  Shay laughed to himself  “Ok so lets start with seated push press.  And just for practice, let’s use 5lb barbells.  You can do more later or whatever is comfortable, just remember if there’s less weight then do more reps.”  Farheen sits staring at herself in the mirror before she's handed two small barbells.  She begins to do as Shay does, looking in the mirror.  “Ok that’s great.” He says “Just try to make sure your arms are in the right plane.. Do you mind if I...”  motioning to offer a correction

“Please, I wanna do it right.” She huffs cranking out these seated push press repetitions.  With utmost professionalism Shay moves her by the elbows to train proper alignment.  “Ok looks good, we can go to something else.  Have you done squats before?”

“Yes but will you comment on my form?” Farheen requests as she puts away the barbells. “Just so I know I'm doing it right.”  Walking over to the squat rack they put 15lbs on either side of the bar and putting the bar over her shoulders stands up and takes a deep, slow descent until her quads make parallel to the floor.  Her gray yoga pants were almost doing more work than her, stretching and defining each of her activated muscle groups and highlighting the contours from the hips to glutes.  Pausing for just a second, she stands back up and places the bar off her shoulders.  “What do you think?” She asks.

Shay paused for a moment.  He looked like he had spaced out, but really it was from having looked a little too close at the figure he was spotting.  His jaw was a little open, and anyone could see he was obviously gawking at the incredible bit of work that went down (and back up) in front of him.

“Shay?”  Farheen asks again, smiling, her nose crinkling.

“Yeah! Yes.” He breaks from his trance “Yes so what I saw there was that you had good form.  If you do squats like that every time you will have no trouble avoiding injury.  Just keep your feet parallel too, not sure if I saw that or not...” He trailed off.

“It's ok, there's a lot of mirrors here, I know what you were looking at.” She teases.

“What oh no I wasn’t...” Shay weakly defended himself.

“No, it's really ok.” Farheen reassures, tapping the back of her hand on his well defined quadriceps as she walks past him for the drinking fountain.  Holding her head covering back and taking a long slurp at the fountain she stands up and facing him, wipes the few water drops on the side of her face off and smiling at Shay, who's doing quite a terrible job at not looking like this was the first beautiful woman to have ever walked through the doors of Barbell Fitness.  “So what’s next?”

“Ok so what's next are a few different squat variations.  We will cover wide leg squats, chair pose, reverse kicks, and one legged squats.  What you are working towards we don't skip leg day for it.  I’m here to do it with you so we are gonna get this money, alright?”  Says Shay, bringing the challenge.

There were several sweaty mildly overweight men and women scattered through the gym, running on treadmills in their brand new inside-only tennis shoes, panting and spacing out on the ellipticals.  One amateur bodybuilder on his fifth set of tricep pulldowns, looking at himself in the mirror and bearing his creatine-coated teeth in enjoyment at watching his own muscles bulge.  None of this had any sway to distract the couple of fitness junkies who were getting into the groove of the medium volume metal music playlist curated by Pandora specifically for HIIT type workout programs.  Farheen and Shay were getting sweaty, each set sinking a little lower, jumping a little higher, taking the 30 second breaks with their hands over their heads trying not to pass out.  Nearing the last circuit, they were struggling just for the hell of it.  “Keep on just a few more seconds!” Shay hisses through his panting breaths as he matches Farheen's cardiac vigour.  A minute passes.  “Just a few more seconds!”  He says once more.  Another minute passes, he glances at the red timer near the ceiling. “And done!”  They both collapse to the floor, starfishing on the rubberized gym mats.  Panting, staring at the ductwork above them pouring conditioned 67 degree air over their victorious athletic feat.  They get up after a moment, first Farheen and then Shay.

“Look, we left body prints on the ground.” Farheen points at the five pointed puddles.  

“They look like chalk outlines.”  They both have a good chuckle about this.

“Good work today. I honestly haven't had a workout like that myself in some time.”  He puts his hand up for a high five.

Farheen gives him a hug.  “Oops sorry I'm sweaty!”  She says after the fact.

“Don’t worry about it.  That’s really all I got today but if you wanna schedule another time you can talk to the front desk or do it online or hell I can just give you my schedule if you want when I'm available.  We have other instructors too.”  Shay explains

“I’ll do that, thanks for everything today. I think this sort of practice will make me ready for the big shoot.” Farheen gracefully walks beyond the check-in counter and the automatic doors close behind her.
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Chapter 2 

Monday Evening

A Missed Connection


[image: ]


WORK HAD PASSED OTHERWISE in a smooth routine.  Shay had put away the documents and locked the doors, and made his way to the car.  His friend Tyler wanted to go to the Malaysian restaurant in the middle of town for their sweet and sticky rice.  He didn't really care, figuring it would just be fun to go outside for a change.  And since it's a Monday evening, there wouldn't be that many people.  Tyler was going on and on about how he knows the chef who runs it, and how cool of a guy he is.  The pair makes it inside, as soon as Tyler sees him he shouts:  

“Ahmaaaad, what's happening bro?  How's business?”  

“Good, good, do you want something to eat?” Ahmad quietly responds.  

“Only the best from you, get me two things of the sticky rice and whatever Shay wants.  Separate ticket though I'm only sharing the rice.” Tyler replies, smiling back at Shay.  They walked to a table near the corner, a quieter booth overlooking the room.  Later their food arrives, and they get to munching.  

The usual suspects in the later half of the day come and go for pickup or to dine in.  The phone occasionally rang and picked up to take orders or answer questions.  The clash of pots and pans, sizzles, and spanglish resounded from the well worked kitchen

“Hi, pickup for Addie?  I'm a little early.” A soft familiar voice echoes from behind. 

“Yes you got sticky rice and wonton soup? 27.80$ fifteen minutes.” Ahmad’s register opened up with a signature sh-klick.  She sits down at one of the single tables and starts looking at her phone, brushing her hair aside and looking a little bored.  

“Don't you know that lady over there who just walked in?” Tyler discreetly points at the woman, breaking the conversation they had been having.

“Who? Oh, she looks familiar, that’s gotta be Addie, we used to have the same biking club.” Shay quietly says after turning back around, his back facing her.

“Dude go talk to her.” Tyler says, straight to the point.

“I mean we're hanging out. I don't want to just put you out like this.” Shay falters, genuinely interested in saying hi.

“It's fine. Just go talk to her. I'll eat my food and pretend I came here alone. It was a good conversation already.” Tyler says, trying to make it seem cool.

“If you insist I mean why not.  I’m gonna introduce you to her. We can all talk.  It doesn't have to be exclusive or whatever, she's nice.”  Shay says, standing up. 

“Well best of luck, sir.” Tyler facetiously salutes in wingman fashion.

Shay swipes his fresh undercut to one side and walks through the partially empty restaurant, classic rock played over the radio. His legs felt light and he was a little nervous, worried she’d be busy.

“Excuse me, isn’t your name Addie? I think we were in the same biking club.  I’m Shay if you forgot me.”  He stands there, smiling and holding out his hand for a shake.

“Yeeees, I thought I recognized you. Why’d you stop going to the bike club? It's been so long since I've seen you!” She skips the handshake, gets up and gives him an excited hug.  

“Well yeah, I kinda started doing more work at work and it was getting pretty hot out.  What are you doing here tonight?” Asks Shay. 

“Yeah, it looks like you’ve been working!”  Addie looks him over, gazing at his traps.  “I'm just getting some food, I’m off work and I didn't have any at home.” 

“I get that, that's why I went out with my friend Tyler over there.” Shay motions to Tyler over in the back, who notices that they're talking about him and gives a smile and wave before getting back to his food and scrolling his phone.  “We never really talked during those cycling expeditions, do you still go?” He asks.

“Yeah, most of the people are new, I guess they just cycle in and out, get it?” Shay chuckles at Addie’s play on words.

“I figured as much. Do you want to come over and sit with my friend and I while you wait?”  Shay asks invitingly.

Addie pauses for a second.  “Sure.” The couple walks over to the table where Tyler is camped out.  “Hi, aren't you Tyler?” Addie smiles and holds out a hand for a shake. “ I've heard almost nothing about you.”

“Yes, good to meet you.  I recognized you from Insta and I told Shay here that he needs to get up and talk to you before he loses his chance with such a pretty woman.  Back when he was in the biking club he showed me a picture of you and went on and on about how hot you are...”  Shay’s face went flush.  “I guess you're not just photogenic.  Anyways, I'm done with my food and want to go home so I guess I'll be seeing you two.” He holds out a fist bump to Shay and they pound it. 

“Well that was abrupt, so you think I’m pretty hot huh?” Addie questions.  

“Guilty as charged, but I wasn't expecting him to out me like that!  Kinda funny though.”  Shay shrugged and watched Tyler make his way out.  The door jingles as he leaves, and with a second ring the door closes.

The next 45 minutes was full of recounting situations, funny jokes, one sad story, and too many smiles.  The food that was for carryout ended up getting eaten.  Plastic cutlery being used in place of silverware.  Almost nobody would have noticed how their feet have inched together and rested side by side.  

“...and I'd usually not care about what people do but my manager was standing right there so I had to actually tell them not to.” continued Addie.

“It's awesome having a boss.” Shay says sarcastically.  

“I don't believe you, it definitely would be cooler to just let people do whatever.” Claps back Addie.  

Shay motions to the outside “It's still light out, look, this has been a great night.  I got an idea, if you want to join...  Would you like to check out the scenic high point with me?  The one we would stop at and do stretches at when we were in the biking club.  It's a perfect night for it and the city lights are about to turn on, it's like a 5 minute drive from here.” 

“Why not? I walked here and I'm not too far from home if you want to drop me off later.” Addie says, accepting the offer.

Stepping out into the strip mall parking lot, it was a balmy 76 out and quiet for a Monday.  “Today's the start of my weekend.” Remarks Addie.  

“Cool, I don't work till late morning tomorrow.” Shay says. “Get to sleep in.”

Turning on the car with a low hum the radio kicks on and a radio personality starts with “I guess there's no way of knowing if it's a moose or a deer unless you check!  One hour of commercial free music starting now on 88.5 F.M.” Click Shay shut off the radio, rolled down the windows, and turned left out of the parking lot, with a whoosh of each parked car that flew past.

“It's sweet you thought I was cute.  I think you are too.” Addie said, beaming with her hair gently tousled by the wind.

“Thanks, I was worried that you’d think I’m weird or something.” Shay said, thinking it was a dumb thing to say but said it anyway.

“No no not at all in fact I was always too nervous to talk to you because you seemed so serious about biking.  Always racing to the front.  I just liked the scenery and getting sweaty.” She places her hand on Shay's forearm resting on the console and turns towards him, leaning half on the door, half on the bucket seat.  

“Oh yeah, I'm pretty competitive.  Can't even help it.  Go hard or go home is what I like to say.” He enjoyed saying this.

Addie puts her elbow on the windowsill and rests her head on her hand.  Out of the corner of his eye he sees she's kind of smiling and gazing at him.

They make it up to the high point just as it got dark enough for the street lights to turn on.  They step out and sit on the hood of the car.  Shay, looking out at the thousands of lights that run back and forth over the city, places his hand over Addie’s. “Look at all the lights, it's like they're all people and there's millions of them. Remember how we would always stop here as a group and do stretches since it was the end of the route?”  He marvelled at the cityscape.

“That was fun, it was always a nice view here.”  Addie
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